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With hot blood.    But whiles then the horn fell

to singing

A song of war eager.    There sat down the band;
They saw down the water a many of worm-kind,
Sea-drakes seldom seen a-kenning the sound;
Likewise on the ness-bents nicors a-lying,
Who oft on the undern-tide wont are to hold

them

A course full of sorrow all over the sail-road.
Now the worms and the wild-deer away did they
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Bitter and wrath-swollen all as they heard it,
The  war-horn  a-wailing:   but   one   the   Geats'

warden
With his bow of the shafts from his life-days

there sunder'd,
From his strife of the waves; so that stood in his

life-parts

The hard arrow of war; and he in the holm was
The slower in swimming as death away swept him.
So swiftly in sea-waves with boar-spears forsooth
Sharp-hook'd and hard-press'd was he thereupon,
Set on with fierce battle, and on to the ness tugg'd,
The wondrous wave-bearer;  and men were be-
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The grisly guest,    Beowulf therewith he gear'd

him